And slender women in a contest frail,
Be savage as a tiger there in Ind;
Clatter like mill, say I, to beat the male.

Nay, fear them not, nor do them reverence;

For though your husband be all armed in mail,

The arrows of your shrewish eloquence

Shall pierce his breast and pierce his aventail.

In jealousy I counsel that you bind,

And you shall make him cower as does a quail.

If you are fair to see, in folks' presence,

Show them your face and with your clothes regale:

If you are foul, be lavish of expense,

To gain friends never cease to do travail;

Be lightsome as a linden leaf in wind,

And let him worry, weep and wring and wail!
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